SEPTEMBER    4-SEPTEMBER    12,    1926
Hotel Britannia, Venice, Thursday, September gth.
A heavy day.   After buying sandwiches, etc., we went off in a
launch to Torcello, calling on the way home at Burano.   Torcello
church is exceedingly fine as to the interior, and the adjoining
church interesting as an exterior.   There are some low reliefs
of animals in the former which are lovely, but, as they were not
mentioned in the guidebook, of course we could not guess the
period with any accuracy.   Tourists would be most uncom-
fortably helpless without guide books.

Burano is the lace place. The women work in the doorways
of the houses, over coloured paper upon which the pattern is
printed or carboned. We saw one old hag with her hair hang-
ing down ; she was doing nothing. Portraits of il Duce on all
the walls. The launch had a deckhouse with flowers and hand
mirror, and was quite nice. Two hands, both very charming.
We dismissed the launch at the Lido, and saw Mason, and had
tea there, and we then came home with him. Both of us com-
pletely exhausted by a long day out, we got home broken at n.
No sooner was I in bed than my mosquito canopy fell down
and the wooden frame gave me a good crack on the head.

Saturday, September nth.

We went to the Scuola di San Rocca to see Tintoretto and
Titian. It is, however, impossible to see these pictures owing to
them being very dark and hung between great windows which
dazzle the eye and darken the pictures. So we couldn't appre-
ciate them. Two great thrills to-day. The Bellini, altar piece
(tri-partite) in the Frari church this morning, and this afternoon
we went to the Giovanetti palace, and saw Giorgione's * Storm '
(of which I keep a reproduction in my bedroom). Marvellous !
Un-human. So rich and full and harmonious. Finer than I
had hoped for. The palace has a tremendous series of com-
municating salons, with a huge ball-room. All heavily furnished,
with much ugly stuff, but rich. The hundreds and hundreds of
candles had been turned to electricity. We went in a a-man
gondola, and went home by the lagoon to the Piazzetta.

Sunday, September
I arose at 6, said good-bye to Dorothy 7.50 and caught the
9 a.m. train for Milan-   I read Galsworthy's ' ' Silver Spoon "
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